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RELIGION ROMANIAN BLOOD A MINORITYS STRUGGLE FOR NATIONAL BELONGI
This is a tale of those times. Some of it is taken from the Book of the Dark, and some comes from Havnor, from the upland farms of Onn and the
woodlands of Faliern. A story may be pieced together from such scraps and fragments, and though it will be an airy quilt, half made of hearsay and
half of guesswork, yet it may be true enough. It's a tale of the Founding of Roke, and if the Masters of Roke say it didn't happen so, let them tell us
how it happened otherwise. For a cloud hangs over the time when Roke first became the Isle of the Wise, and it may be that the wise men put it
there..For a spirit, the maniac lawman appeared disturbingly solid. He wore a tweed sports jacket and slacks that, as far as Junior could tell, were
the same clothes he'd worn on the night he died. Apparently, even the ghosts of Sklent's atheistic spiritual world were stuck for eternity in the
clothes in which they had perished..Clearly touched and intrigued, the magician nevertheless circled the offer in search of reasons to decline, before
at last shaking his head sadly. "I doubt that I'm the caliber of person you're looking for, Mrs. Lampion. I wouldn't be entirely a credit to your
project."."Me, I don't like anything old. This White chick's got a weird thing for old people, old buildings, old stuff in general. Like she doesn't
realize she's young. You want to grab her, shake her, and say, 'Hey, let's move on,' you know?".She looked down at her clutched hands. Made for
work, these hands, and always ready to take on any task. Strong, nimble, reliable hands, but useless to her now, unable to perform the one miracle
she needed. "Barty's birthday is in eight days. I was hoping. . .".In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was a passive activity, while
by nature he was a man of action, happiest when doing..Startled, he snatched his hand back. The object fell, ringing faintly against the
pavement.."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty good stuff.".Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and even her
mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to the velvet
squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like a tropical
depression aspiring to hurricane status..If he had known that he would break his solemn vow twice before the month was ended-and that neither
victim, unfortunately, would be a Hackachak--he might not have fallen asleep so easily. And he might not have dreamed of cleverly stealing
hundreds of quarters out of Thomas Vanadium's pockets while the baffled detective searched for them in vain..At the front, a soft spotlight a
focused on the life-size crucifix. The only additional illumination came from the small bulbs over the stations of the cross, along both side walls,
and from the flickering flames in the ruby glass containers on the votive-candle rack..He exploded off Renee with the velocity of high-powered
rifle fire. Stunned, disgusted, humiliated, he backed away from the chaise lounge, spluttering, wiping at his mouth, cursing..The front door was
unlocked. This was no longer one house; it had been converted to an apartment building.."AND I DRINK CHAMPAGNE ALL DAY," said Miss
Cheese, pronouncing it "cham-pay-non.".That Olympian purge had, however, made him appear to be both emotionally and physically devastated
by the loss of his wife. He couldn't have calculated any stratagem more likely to convince most.This was a California live oak, green even in
winter, although its leaves were fewer now than they would be in warmer seasons. The elaborate branch structure, reflected around him, was an
exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and something in its patterns suddenly touched him, moved him,
seized his imagination. He felt as if he were balanced on the brink of an astonishing insight..By mid-March, he had exhausted the possibilities of
Bartholomew as a surname. By the time that he shot himself in September, he had combed through the first quarter million listings in the directory
in search of those whose first names were Bartholomew..Bellini assured Celestina that they didn't expect Enoch Cain to be so brazen as to follow
police vehicles and to renew his assault on her at St. Mary's. Nevertheless, he assigned a uniformed police officer to the hall outside of the waiting
room that served friends and family of the patients in the intensive-care unit. And judging by that guard's high level of vigilance, Bellini had not
entirely ruled out the possibility that Cain might show up here to finish what he started in Pacific Heights..Angel moved her hand to Barty's right
eye, and again he didn't twitch with surprise when her fingers lightly touched his closed and sagging lid. "I won't let you forget.".Yet that evening,
when she'd accepted his proposal and asked if he wasn't frightened, he said, "Not anymore.".Recalling how the title of the exhibition had resonated
with him when first he'd seen the gallery, brochure, Junior felt certain now that a tape-recorded early draft of this sermon was the kinky "music"
that accompanied his evening of passion with Seraphim. He couldn't remember one word of it, let alone any element that would have deeply moved
a national radio audience, but this didn't mean that he was shallow or incapable of being touched by philosophical speculations. He'd been so
distracted by the erotic perfection of Seraphim's young body and so busy jumping her that he wouldn't have remembered a word, either, if Zedd
himself had been sitting on the bed, discussing the human condition with his customary brilliance..Last night, in the superintendent's basement
apartment, as they shared a bottle of wine, Sparky had told Vanadium numerous weird tales about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day
He Was Saved from a Meditative Trance and Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His
Apartment When He Was Out and Fed It Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ....Great anger was apparent in the way that the uneven, red
block letters had been drawn on the wall in hard slashes. But the lettering looked like the work of a calm and rational mind compared to what had
been done after the three Bartholomews were printed.."Now this. But even if your dad had cooperated with me, nothing would have changed. Since
Phimie never revealed his name, I wouldn't have been able to go after Cain any differently or more effectively.".He paused, not sure how to
proceed. He was not accustomed to writing letters to total strangers..The hospital room was softly lighted, and shadows roosted on all sides like a
flock of slumbering birds..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from
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his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that was either.With a paper towel, Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on
the floor beside the riddled nurse.."It's easy to see you as a cop," Kathleen said. All the whacks, pops, and worm buckets just trip off your tongue,
so to speak. But it takes some effort to remember you're a priest, too."."I think we could wind up as crazy as he is, if we tried long enough to puzzle
out his twisted logic.".THE CRISP CRACKLE of faux flames, the way they made them in the days of radio dramas, back in the 1930s and '40s,
when he was a boy: cellophane.."Three hundred and ninety-six of the dead were children under the age of ten," Jacob continued. "A passenger train
was tumbled off the tracks, killing twenty. Another train with tank cars got smashed around, and oil spilled across the flood waters, ignited, and all
these people clinging to floating debris were surrounded by flames, no way to escape. Their choice was being burned alive or drowning.".He
chased after none of these lovelies beyond a few dates, and none of them pursued him when he was done with them, although surely they were
distressed if not bereft at losing him..Six paces past that marker floorboard, Barty had the strangest feeling that someone was in the hallway with
him..Unbuttoning her blouse, Celestina said, "Traditionally, puppies don't have a role in weddings.".Edom, eager to learn precisely when a tidal
wave or falling asteroid would bring his doom, fetched a pack of cards from a cabinet in the parlor. When Maria explained that only every third
card was read and that a full look at the future required four decks, Edom returned to the parlor to scare up three more..Now, twenty-four hours
later, when Sparky answered his telephone and heard Tom Vanadium, he said, "You looking for a little company? I've got another bottle of Merlot
where the last one came from.".Instead of opening his left fist, Tom lifted his martini with his right, and on the tablecloth under the glass lay the
coin..Reverend White's murder received significant coverage throughout the nation, especially in West Coast papers, because of its perceived racial
motivation and because it involved the burning of a parsonage..Everyone agreed, and the order was placed when their waiter brought appetizers:
crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for Kathleen, and calamari for Tom.."I don't know anyone named Bartholomew." He decided that the truth, in this
instance, could not harm him.."I can't.".Maria said nothing, working busily, but Agnes recognized that special silence in which difficult words were
sought and laboriously stitched together..Once, he had been a superb driver. For the past decade, his performance behind the wheel depended on his
mood..Angel, as if in God's own hands, stared with round-eyed wonder at the physician..Celestina smiled distractedly. Since arriving at the hotel an
hour ago, she had been openly debating with herself whether to call her parents in Spruce Hills or to wait until later in the afternoon, when she
might be able to report not just that she had a fianc?, and not only that she had a fianc? who'd been shot and nearly killed, but also that his condition
had been upgraded from critical to serious. As she'd explained to Tom, in addition to worrying them with the news about Cain, she'd be stunning
them with the announcement that she was going to marry a white man twice her age. "My folks don't have one ounce of prejudice between them,
but they sure do have firm ideas about what's appropriate and what's not." This would ring the big bell at the top of the White Family Scale of the
Inappropriate. Besides, they were preparing for the funeral of a parishioner, and from personal experience, Celestina knew their day would be full.
Nevertheless, at ten minutes past eleven, after picking at her breakfast, she finally decided to call them.."Don't worry, love. I'll make sure the snap's
are constructed so you can get it off me easily enough.".After checking her carotid artery and detecting no pulse, Junior returned to the sofa in the
living room. He fluffed the little pillow and left it precisely as he had found it..Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death.
He put his faith in one thing: himself..At first light, a nurse arrived to perform preliminary surgical prep on Barty. She pulled the boy's hair back
and captured it under a tight fitting cap. With cream and a safety razor, she shaved off his eyebrows..Designed by Linda Lockowitz Text set in
Adobe Jenson First edition ACBGIKJHFDB.Junior wanted to kill her. Kill him. Whatever. But he sensed that Renee knew more than a little about
dirty fighting and that the outcome of a violent confrontation would not be easy to predict..Junior got in the car once more, slammed the door, and
said, "Panfaced, double-chinned, half-bald, puke-collecting creep."."He's not a real contemporary person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how
did he develop this obsession with finding someone named Bartholomew?" He met Celestina's eyes, as if she might have answers for him. "Is there
a real Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is there any tie-in at all?".A tune clinked off the keys of a phantom piano
in Junior's mind, "Someone to Watch over Me." The hawk-eyed watcher was the pianist at the elegant hotel lounge where Junior had enjoyed
dinner on his first night in San Francisco, and twice since..The Church nourished the soul, while the occult nourished the imagination. In Mexico,
where physical comforts were often few and hope of a better life in this world was hard won, both the soul and the imagination must be fed if life
was to be livable.."Just that she's aware of all the ways things are," Maria added. "Like you and Barty.".The striking resemblance between this artist
and Seraphim, as well as the facts in the biographical sketch under the photo, argued that the two were sisters..He got in the Suburban, pulled the
door shut, but didn't at once start the engine..Barty grinned mischievously. "One of the places we visited today. Some big kids. They saw this scary
movie, said they had to wash their shorts after.".For a while, Junior profited enormously from Tammy's investment advice, and the sex was great.
As a thank-you for the hefty trading commissions she earned-and not incidentally for all the orgasms-Tammy gave him a Rolex. He didn't mind her
four cats, didn't even care when the four grew to six, then to eight..After poring through enough sensational newspaper accounts to be convinced
that the curse-casting reverend was undeniably dead, Junior had acquired four pieces of surprising information. Three were of vital importance to
him..Vanadium was no ordinary cop, as he himself had said. In his obsession, convinced that Junior had murdered Naomi and impatient with the
need to find evidence to prove it, what was to stop the detective if he decided to deal out justice himself? What was to prevent him from walking up
to the Suburban right now and shooting his suspect pointblank?.Junior decided to attend the festivities, after all, motivated by the prospect of
connecting with a woman more pliant than the Bavol Poriferan sculpture..As he passed the living-room archway, he said, "Watch out for tidal
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waves, Uncle Jacob."."So do I," said the visitor, and Junior almost frowned at this peculiar response, wondering what was meant in addition to
what was merely said.."When you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that I her music would have on the lives of others and on the
shape of the future. YOU struck a discord that can be heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.".Six captain's chairs
encircled the big round table, one for everybody, including Agnes, but only Paul and Barty stayed seated..Angel. A less exotic synonym for her
own name. Seraphim's angel. The angel of an angel..Holding on to the jamb with one hand, Barty leaned across the threshold, listening to the day.
Birds. Softly rustling leaves. Nobody on the porch. Even trying hard to be quiet, people always made some little noise..Startled, Nolly checked his
shirt pocket and withdrew a quarter. "It's not the same one.".She was astonished and moved. "I'm a hopeless throwback to the nineteenth century.
How could you realize what's been on my mind?".Already, the girl had taken Barty's hand. The two kids descended from the porch into the rain.
They didn't circle the oak, but stopped at the foot of the steps and turned to face the house.."I've got hundreds of files on cases like that," said Jacob,
"and much worse. If you're interested, I'll get you copies of some.".He got behind the wheel of the Studebaker, started the engine, did a hard
180-degree turn, using more lawn than driveway, and cried out in terror when Vanadium moved noisily in the backseat..For the past two days,
Junior had eaten only binding foods, and late this afternoon, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric, as well..ANGEL WAS DRESSED in as
much red as the devil himself: bright red shoes, red socks, red leggings, red skirt, red sweater, and a knee length red coat with a red hood..If he had
been any other three-year-old, she would have told a compassionate lie. He was her miracle child, however, her prodigy, and he would know a lie
for what it was..Since the cops believed that Junior accidentally shot himself while searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was already in their book
as an idiot. If he tried to explain how Vanadium had tormented him with the quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all places, in his cheeseburger,
they would figure him for a hopeless hysteric..Wild exhilaration burst through him like pyrotechnics blazing in a night sky, reminiscent of the rush
of excitement that followed his bold action on the fire tower. Happily, Junior had no emotional connection to Prosser, as he'd had to beloved
Naomi; therefore, the purity of his.Not once did he look back to see if the fire had grown visible as a glow against the night sky. The events at
Victoria's were part of the past. He was finished with all that. Junior was a forward-thinking, future-oriented man..The middle finger on his right
hand throbbed under the pair of Band-Aids. He'd sliced it earlier, while using the electric sharpener to prepare his knives, and the wound had been
aggravated when he'd had to strangle Neddy Gnathic. He would never have cut himself in the first place if there had been no need to be well-armed
and ready for Bartholomew and his guardians..Cops at the doorstep, the lunatic bitch with the chair, the clergyman's curse-all this amounted to
more than even a committed man could handle. Get out of the present, go for the future..Widening his eyes in calculated surprise, Junior said, "Are
you a police officer?".During the drive, he alternated between great gales of delighted laughter and racking sobs wrought by pain and self-pity. The
voodoo Baptist was dead, the curse broken with the death of he who had cast it. Yet Junior must endure this final devastating plague..Skinny,
pasty-faced, chattering sissy," he hissed, still so furious with Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead.
Jam his head in and stomp on him. Stomp him into the bowl. Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..Holding the mug in his right hand, Tom picked up
the coin and rolled it across the knuckles of his left. Paul's quarter, after all. A two-bit temptation to panic. As gifted with physical grace as with
good looks, Junior stepped into the bedroom doorway, lithely and with feline stealth. He leaned against the jamb..As best he could, he examined his
clothes. They were better pressed than he expected, and not noticeably soiled..Bartholomew might be a teenager living with his parents or a
dependent adult residing with family; if so, he wouldn't be revealed in this search, because the phone would not be listed in his name. Or maybe the
guy loathed his first name and never used it except in legal matters, going by his middle name, instead..By lunch, he had turned the final page, and
he was so full of the tale that he seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the details of
John Thomas Stuart's great adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction, but truth.."Nothing
of the kind." Agnes smiled at Barty and wiggled her finger in his grip. "They've always been my salvation. I don't know what I'd do without
them.".This surprised him. Of course, Oregon was not the Deep South. It was a progressive state. Nevertheless, he was surprised. Oregon wasn't
home to many Negroes, either, a handful compared to those in other states, and yet until now Junior supposed that they had their own
cemeteries..Junior kept a file on each man, nevertheless, in case instinct later told him that one of them was, in fact, his mortal enemy. He could
have killed all of them, just to be safe, but a multitude of dead Bartholomews, even spread over several jurisdictions, would sooner or later attract
too much police attention..He'd listened to the message and thought it incomprehensible, of no import. Suddenly, tardy intuition told him that it
could not have been any more important to him if it had been dead Naomi calling from beyond the grave to leave testimony for the detective..To
Agnes, Jacob said, "Likely to be a sunnier fortune if the cards are bright and fresh, don't you think?".Jacob feared what men could do with clubs,
knives, guns, bombs, with their bare hands, but he was most preoccupied by the unintended death that humanity brought upon itself with its
devices, machines, and structures meant to improve the quality of life..The guy was carrying a purse, whatever that meant, and when he walked
through the door, he had a goofy look on his face, but his expression changed when he saw Junior..The poster announced an upcoming show, titled
"This Momentous Day," by the young artist calling herself Celestina White. Dates for the exhibition were Friday, January 12, through Saturday,
January 2 7.."As long as the case was open and you were the sole suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate an out-of-court settlement with
you. But they were afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse position when a wrongful death suit
finally went before a jury.".Under other circumstances, Agnes might have blushed, but now her apparently irrational fear of too much life insurance
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had been vindicated..And now Cain was aware of her, interested in her. Informed of this development, Harrison would no doubt rethink his
position..Tom Vanadium rose to his feet and, with one hand on Barty's shoulder, he surveyed the faces of those gathered on the porch. Most of
these people were such new acquaintances that they were all but strangers to him. Nevertheless, for the first time since his early days in St.
Anselmo's Orphanage, he'd found a place where he belonged. This felt like home..This morning, only his love for his sister, Agnes, gave him the
courage to drive and to become the pie man..When Renee, sweetly oblivious of her looming doom, claimed to have inherited a sizable
industrial-valve fortune, Junior thought she might be inventing the wealth or at least exaggerating to make herself more desirable. But when he
accompanied her back to her place, he discovered a level of luxury that proved she wasn't a shop girl with fantasies..Out of respect for his mother,
Barty struggled to hold fast to his eyeless second sight, living in the idea of a world where he still had vision, until she had been accorded the
honors she deserved and had been laid to rest beside his father..dent? You do believe that? Because I don't see ... I don't know how could work with
someone who thought I was capable of . . . ".Junior no longer leaned casually on the casing. He put both hands flat against the door..Hope, on many
wings, hovered all around the physician, but he was afraid to let it roost.."This is for Zelda," Junior said, ramming forward across the threshold with
the knife.."But you wouldn't be willing to use that skill in the King's service?".Few people will spend the greater part of their youth in school,
struggling to obtain the education required for a medical specialty, unless they have a passion to heal. Franklin Chan was a healer, whose passion
was the preservation of vision, and Agnes could see that his anguish, while a pale reflection of hers, was real and deeply felt..He didn't allow
himself to ponder why Vanadium had come here or what relationship might have existed between the cop and Victoria. All that was for later
consideration, after he had dealt with this unholy mess..Phimie's stubbornly high blood pressure, the presence of protein in her urine, and other
symptoms indicated her preeclampsia wasn't a recent development; she was at increased risk of eclampsia. Her hypertension was gradually coming
under control-but only by resort to more aggressive drug therapy than the physician preferred to use..Nolly sighed. "Well, I guess if you were going
to just plug him, you could've done that already, soon as you got to town.".He had not yet disposed of her personal effects. In the dark, he went to
the dresser, opened a drawer, and found a cotton sweater that she had worn recently..On this January twilight, as Maria Elena Gonzalez drove south
along the coast from Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum to celebrate the fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in
the west, blood oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..Celebration of course, would lead to incarceration and perhaps to
electrocution. With Vanadium, the maniac cop, likely to be found lurking under the bed or masquerading as a nurse to catch him in an unguarded
moment, Junior had to recover at a pace that his physician would not find miraculous. Dr. Parkhurst expected to discharge him no sooner than the
following morning..The full nature of the nightmare continued to elude him, but he became convinced that good reason for his fear existed, that the
dream had been more than a dream. He had a nemesis named Bartholomew not merely in dreams, but in the real world, and this Bartholomew had
something to do with ... babies..Barty's release from Hoag Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and thereafter he had spent three days in
a Newport-area rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his lost function could not be recovered
by either diligent exercise or therapy.."Six hundred ninety-five people were killed in three states. Winds so powerful that some of the bodies were
thrown a mile and a half from where they were snatched off the ground."."But before you leave St. Mary's," the physician said, "I'd like a few
mutes of your time. It's very important to me. Personally."."Yours is a harder job than mine," Lipscomb told Grace, dandling Angel as he spoke. "I
have no doubt of that."."I can talk to you," he said to Salk. "You'll understand. She was hero, the only one I ever knew till I met you. I've read about
them all my life, in pulp magazines and paperbacks. But Perri ... she was the real thing. She didn't save tens of thousands-hundreds of thousands of
children like you've done, didn't change the world as you've changed it, but she faced every day without complaint, and she lived for others. Not
through them. For them. People called her to share their problem, and she listened and cared, and they called her with their good news be cause she
took such joy in it. They asked for her advice, and though she was inexperienced, really, so short of experience in so many ways, she always knew
what to say, Dr. Salk. Always the right thing. She had great heart and natural wisdom, and she cared so much.".The slamming of Junior's heart
sounded as loud to him as mortar rounds. He stepped back and sideways, out of the vending machine's line of fire..Worried that tears would
frighten Barty, that indulging in a few would result in a ruinous flood, Agnes held back the salt tides. A mother's duty proved to be the stuff from
which dams were built..Sudden rain spared her the need to finish the sentence. A few fat drops drew both their faces to the sky, and even as they
rose to their feet, this brief light paradiddle of sprinkles gave way to a serious drumming..The mummified moon had unwound itself from its rags of
embalming clouds. Its pocked face glowered in full brightness on the spreading branches of the pine, on the yard, and on the graveled
driveway..The ninth piece was not art, certainly not a work by Griskin, and could disturb no one half as much as it rattled Junior. Upon a black
pedestal stood a pewter candlestick identical to the one that had cracked the skull of Thomas Vanadium and had added dimension to the cop's
previously pan-flat face..This trick, however, was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental and
physical toll from him..No. Not exactly then. Not at the sight of the coin or the detective. He had felt this way at Vanadium's mention of the name
that he, Junior, had supposedly spoken in his nightmare..excited, shrieking. Branch to branch, the flapping of wings is leathery, demonic. The only
other sounds are the thud.Beyond the window, behind veils of rain and fog, the metropolis appeared to be more enigmatic than Stonehenge, as
unknowable as any city in our dreams..He hadn't paid close attention to those patrons seated at the bar behind him. Now, he turned in his chair to
study them..Her mother and father still resided in a world where Phimie was alive. Bringing them from that old reality to this new one would be the
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second-hardest thing Celestina had ever done..At the end of the famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into
their lives should fall a rain of benign effects from the kind and selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he
assures those who are selfish or envious or lacking in compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them,
magnified beyond imagining, for they are at war with the purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them,
then it will find them and mete out the terrible judgment they deserve..pistol that he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to melt
confiscated and donated weapons and to remake them into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes..He stood watching
until the car cruised out of sight, and even after it dwindled to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the point in the street where it had
last been, stared while a breeze turned playful, tossing eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned and began the long walk
home.."Everyone knows about Vanadium. He's a crusader, self-appointed champion of truth, justice, and the American way. A holy fool, if you
will. With the case closed, he has no authority to harass you.".A shiver of awe traveled Celestina's spine, because she knew what the physician's
next words would surely be..When the nurse was gone, alone with his mother as they waited for the orderly to bring a gurney, Barty said, "Come
close."."Well, it's true," he said, finally turning the key in the proper direction and firing up the engine.."Be quiet, sugarpie," she said, crossing the
bedroom to the door, which stood only slightly ajar..Elsewhere in the cemetery, about 150 yards away, another interment service-with a much
larger group of mourners-had begun prior to this one for Naomi. Now it was over, and the people were dispersing to their cars.
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